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	1. The Haddocks

**So, here I am again, with a new story. Welcome to the story called "Decisions". This is my first Httyd story and I appreciate critism as long as it's not insulting or anything. So, yeah, this is a "What if Cloudjumper took Hiccup" - story, for all those who haven't gathered that from the summary.**

**There are many versions of this plot out there and this is my try on it. With a small twist. **

**And I'll say this, like in my other stories, my native language is _not_ english, so please go easy on any grammatical mistakes in my writing and please point them out to me so I can correct it and improve my english.**

**Well, that's it from me, I guess. Have fun! :)**

**0-0-0**

**Chapter 1 - The Haddocks**

Screeches of hundreds of dragons filled the halls of the icy sanctuary of the great Bewilderbeast as many different kinds lived and interacted peacefully with each other. A lone human stood on the edge of one of the higher cliffs, overlooking the liveliness of the nest, her loyal companion right behind her, as always.

Valka, as the woman was called, sported a frown on her face, as she looked at a small group of Scuttleclaw hatchlings play. Usually, such a sight would bring a smile to her face and lift her spirit when she felt down, but today was different. The vigilante, as dragon trappers have come to call her, was lost in memories of old times. Of her life on Berk, her friends, her husband. She often wondered how he was doing. Berk was probably still suffering from dragon raids. Valka knew there was a nest in Helheims Gate - even when she still lived on Berk Stoick would often leave to find the nest only to come empty handed and with less ships than before.

But her husband wasn't the only person who regularly crossed her mind. Her only son, Hiccup, was constantly in her thoughts. How was he doing. Hiccup was always such a wee baby. When he was born early, she feared he wouldn't make it past the winter. The healers, too, predicted that he wouldn't survive. But they wanted her to abandon her son, cast him off to the sea. Valka, of course, refused. She wanted to give him a chance. And in the end, he made it. He survived the winter.

Though, she wondered who he had taken after. Probably his father. Every time she thought about how he would look like by now, it was the image of a sturdy young boy, with muscled arms, holding the severed head of a dragon in one hand and a bloody sword in the other. She missed him dearly, though, and would love to go see him. But Valka knew that she couldn't go back to that place. Her own actions almost led to his death, how could she come back?

It didn't help that the last time she was on Berk was thirteen years ago, when Cloudjumper took her away from there. Hiccup would probably hate her for choosing to live with the dragons of the sanctuary instead of him. Also, Stoick probably remarried and gave Hiccup a mother figure. It still pained her greatly to stay away. Also, if she ever saw her son again, what would she say? Or do?

It would, undoubtly, be an awkward meeting.

But there were other reasons of why she stayed away. The threat of Drago Bludvist and his growing dragon army was too great to ignore. Valka managed to rescue many of the captured dragons, but she was still only one person against a whole army. And as long as that madman lived, leaving was out of question.

She sighed sadly as she trekked down the path to the cave she called home for thirteen years. It was getting late and she really needed some rest after a whole day of flying around and finding dragon after dragon in distress. It seemed that Drago was getting more active lately.

A questioning growl from behind pulled her out of her thoughts as her Stormcutter demanded for her attention. He must have noticed something was wrong with his rider because when she turned around, he butted her lightly in an effort to comfort her. Valka smiled sadly as she petted his head. She never bore any ill will against him for taking her.

"I'm alright. I just need some sleep and tomorrow we can fly around all day if you like."

Cloudjumper gave her an unimpressed look, but let it go and nudged her into the cave. He walked over to their usual sleeping spot and lay down. Valka joined him not long after. He felt her lean against him and breath out heavily.

"I apologize for making you worry. I just miss my boy, you know? He was, after all the smallest baby on the island."

The dragon made another questioning croon and looked out of the cave, gesturing to the outside. Valka petted his neck and shook her head.

"I can't go back. You know that. Oh, don't give me that look, you know it's true."

Her companion huffed and curled around her to comfort and protect her from the cold. His human was sad, after all, because she missed her hatchling. Maybe he should have taken it with them. If her mate hadn't shown up, he probably would have. But he was also confused. His rider refused to go back even though she could go and visit her hatchling and see her mate anytime.

Looking down at her, Couldjumper saw that she was asleep now, safely cuddled up against him.

Maybe... maybe he still had the chance to make her happy. He would just go back to the human nest and get her hatchling for her. Yes, that was a good idea! He would go and get her young and then his human would be happy again!

Cloudjumper, satisfied with his plan, carefully uncurled himself from his rider and silently crawled out of the cave, as not to wake her. He went to the edge of the nearest cliff and took off, out of the nest and set course to the human nest.

**0-0-0**

Meanwhile on Berk, chief Stoick the Vast watched as his son worked on a new project in the forge with concern. Ever since Hiccup could crawl, he's been different. He wasn't strong like the other children in the village and disaster seemed to strike every time his son set one foot outside.

Hiccup was smarter, though, than all the others and would sit hours on end in his little workspace in the forge and tinker on some new project that would bring more destruction than good to the village. While Stoick loved his boy more than anything, he couldn't go easy on him just because he was his son and heir to the throne of Berk. Some villagers, mostly Spitelout, have been trying to persuade him to give Snotlout the title. It was understandable.

To the village, Hiccup didn't seem to have what a chief needs. He was nothing more than a nuisance to the villagers. And even if he would be chief someday, nobody would respect him and take orders from him. Stoick clung to the belief of his son growing into the Viking the village needed him to be. No more weird inventions and no more... well... Hiccup.

But as the time flew by and Hiccup grew, the hope dwindled and grew smaller.

By now he couldn't stop the disappointment that crept into his eyes every time he saw the boy. On some nights he even caught himself wishing he wasn't Hiccups father - those thoughts disturbed him greatly. He knew that, if Hiccup didn't show some more vikingness in the future, he would be forced to deny his son his birthright. The village needed to be strong. There was no place for the weak. It pained Stoick, not just because he would practically disown his only child, but because it would also feel like betraying Valka.

That boy just looked too much like her. Even acted like her sometimes. It was clear who Hiccup took after more.

This only added another problem on the chiefs already over loaded plate. Behavior such as this led to his wife being taken and most likely eaten by those beasts. He feared that Hiccup would share the same fate. Which is why he allowed him to learn blacksmithing under Gobber, in hopes of getting him to toughen up. Blacksmithing was, after all, not easy. His hopes, however, were quickly shot down. Hiccup remained the same, coming up with even crazier ideas which were much more destructive than before.

Also, the looks his son gave him sometimes made it somewhat hard to properly talk with him. The way Hiccup always looked at him with those expressive eyes, Valka's eyes. Always filled with hope and something he couldn't quite describe... it drove him mad to look into those eyes for too long.

By now, Hiccup had finished working in the forge. Stoick watched him put out the fire and lock the door, before making his way over to their house, no doubt to get some sleep. He had to be up very early in the morning, after all. There hadn't been a dragon raid for some time now and those devils were expected to show up any time now, so the weapons had to be fixed or sharpened and new ones had to be finished by the time the attack came.

Only a few people knew who exactly made most of their weapons. Most just assumed Gobber made them all but he was just one man - and he possessed only one hand, too - and he wasn't able to keep up with all the work by himself. His friend often pointed out that it was a shame that Hiccup would be chief someday, something Gobber was convinced would be the case, because he would make a fine blacksmith. The boy had a vast knowledge of this craft and nobody could say anything bad about the things he forged since they almost never broke.

The chief sighed and walked after his son. He didn't even notice the sky turning dark in his musings. As he stood in front of his home, he steeled his expression and banished the thoughts from his mind. He would protect Hiccup and make a proper viking out of him and nothing would change his mind.

As he entered, the hearth was lit and a pot filled with a tasty smelling soup hung over it. At least he could always count on the boy to make dinner for him after a long day. Maybe he should thank him later on.

Stoick ate in silence and, after finishing some left over chores, went upstairs to get some sleep. He was about to pass his son's room when he noticed the door was ajar. He peeked inside to see Hiccup at his desk, sleeping. His head rested on his crossed arms in what must have been an uncomfortable position. He must have fallen asleep while working on another crazy invention or something.

Silently, the man went over to his sleeping son and put the fur from his bed over the narrow shoulders. It wasn't recommendable to sleep without any protection against the cold, even though the people of Berk were used to it.

He gently brushed some hair out of Hiccup's face and left the room, intending to get some rest for the night.

**0-0-0**

Hiccup wiped away the sweat from his forehead and cast a last critical look at his new invention. It was an ax thrower. It just needed to be calibrated and it should do its job right. This little thing was going to help him changing everyones opinion of him. He wasn't useless. And if he managed to kill a dragon, his father would finally be proud of him and not, like always nowadays, wear this disappointed scowl on his face whenever he looked at him.

Satisfied with his work, the boy put out the fire in the forge and locked the door, before heading home to have some dinner.

As usual, his father wasn't home, so he put some firewood in the hearth and made a small fire. While the fire grew, he cut up some vegetables and herbs and out them into a pot filled with broth, which was attached to a rod over the hearth.

Hiccup watched it cook for a bit and let his thoughts wander. He thought about his inventions and how he could improve them, how he would be accepted and loved by everyone and how they would love to have him here, alive and absolutely not useless... Then his mind turned to the darker things.

Having Snotlout and every other person his age and younger laugh at him, bullying him and treating him like dirt under their boots didn't help in making his self-confidence grow. His father never took the time to ask where all the bruises came from, not that he ever noticed them in the first place, and the rest of the village usually pretended he was air. Sometimes he wondered why he was still allowed to be here. It was obvious that the villagers wanted him gone. There were times that Hiccup thought that his father agreed with them.

Every time Stoick shouted at him in front of the village, he could hear the whispers and he would notice the accusing looks.

He was pretty good at ignoring them by now, having grown used to them over the time. But that didn't mean they weren't hurtful. Only Gobber seemed to genuinely like him. They would sometimes joke around in the forge when the workload wasn't too large and the big man would always watch over him when Stoick was gone for another nest hunt.

The next one would take place in the coming weeks. Gobber was expected to go with them, leaving Hiccup alone a month. Together with the other teens. Oh joy...

He remembered all the times his cousin and the twins would dump him somewhere, most likely tied up, telling him to go and die, and leave him there for Gobber to find. It wasn't always like this, though. He had a friend when he was younger. It was Fishlegs. But as they grew older and it showed that he would probably always be a walking fishbone, he left Hiccup to hang out with the others in fear they would make him their target instead. And any attempts to make new friends backfired horribly because the parents would always tell their children to stay away from him.

Some even told them he was cursed by the gods. He scoffed at that. And with no one to turn to (except Gobber) he stayed by himself most of the time, thinking up thing that would make life less miserable for him.

A stinging pain in his hand brought him back to reality. The soup was boiling over and some of it splashed on his hand so Hiccup hurriedly took the pot and put it down, before getting himself a bowl and taking some of the food. After finishing, he hung the pot back over the now smaller fire to keep it warm for his father and went upstairs to his room where he sat down at his desk with a charcoal pen in his hand, intend on doing something productive.

But his mind had other plans as Hiccup once again got lost in it.

Today was alright, he supposed. The bullying was kept low because most of the teens were off practicing or, in Snotlout's and the Twins' cases, making a ruckus somewhere and later blaming everything on Hiccup.

"Someday," he muttered to himself. "I'll show them. I'll prove them wrong and make them see me for who I am."

By now, his eyelids felt heavy and every time he closed his eyes, it was getting harder and harder to open them again. In the end, he rested his head on his now crossed arms and the next time his eyes closed, they didn't open again. With a goal in mind, Hiccup drifted off to sleep...

Only to be startled awake the very next moment - which could have been hours later - by a mighty roar just outside the house, followed by screams and the war horn. It didn't take very long for him to figure out what was going on.

The dragons were attacking. A raid has started.

**0-0-0**

**So, what do you think? I tried to give some insight into the life and the situation of each of the Haddocks. But we already knew that from the movies, didn't we?**

**Also, don't expect regular updates because I write when I'm inspired and in the mood for it. I don't want to ruin anything my not having fun with my writing and in the end write something I really don't like, which results in me having no intention on continuing before the "mistake" is fixed, which could take very long.**

**Sorry, I think I'm kinda ranting here so never mind, though. One last thing. The current rating may change during later chapters. Also, for everyone who is reading my other stories, the next chapter of "Survive" (Bleach) should be finished in the coming week. :3**

**I hope you enjoyed the chapter and don't forget to review on your way out. **

**Omeiku signing out!**


	2. Taken

**I'm back again with a new chapter for this story. I don't have much to say, actually, so just sit back, enjoy and don't forget, critsim is appreciated but flames will be ignored.**

**Ang again, as a reminder (Like I do in every chapter). English is not my native language so if you see mistakes please point them out to me so that I can correct them.**

**0-0-0**

**Chapter 2 - Taken**

His chair fell over followed by the fur, which Hiccup just briefly wondered how it got there, as the boy rushed down the stairs and out of the house. The torches were already lit, casting long shadows in the dark night as the attacking dragons flew over them. The chaos around him didn't bother him as his feet carried him along the worn path to the forge, where he knew Gobber would be waiting with a load of broken weapons that needed to be fixed fast.

Vikings bellowed loudly as their war cries filled the air mixed with the echoes of the dragons' roars. Dragons were shot out of the sky left and right and the Vikings went flying from a particularly hard hit. Their axes, swords, hammers and other weapons were already stained with the blood of the flying reptiles. Blood, of which scent filled the air together with the ashes of burning buildings and the sweat of the Vikings.

Most ignored the small boy running passed them as they fought, but those who noticed sent him glares and ordered him to go back inside. Some even found the time to throw in some nasty comment, which were mostly ignored.

Hiccup was so absorbed in reaching the forge without getting roasted that he didn't notice a stray shot of a passing Gronkle hitting the base of the giant torch next to him. Only when the wood lost its stability with loud cracking sounds the boy noticed the burning log falling towards him.

"Hiccup!"

A body crashed into his own, shoving him away from the danger. Hiccup groand as he got back to his feet and looked at his saviour. Astrid Hofferson stood proudly right in front of him with a glare on her face that could put an angry Monstrous Nightmare to shame. The other teens were fighting the fires in the background.

"Errrm.. Thanks", he started awkwardly. That made the blonde shield maiden only angrier, as the darkening scowl on her face obviously stated.

"Watch where you're going", she snarled. "Don't do anything stupid, don't touch anything. You'll only get in the way. And get back inside!"

With that said, Astrid went back to her group to help putting out all those fires.

Hiccup frowned. The blonde shield maiden seemed really pissed off at him this time. He knew that everyone thought of him as a distraction and useless on the battlefield - Astrid was no exception - but it still hurt to hear her say that to him. An explosion somewhere ripped his focus back into the real world and he took off running again. The sound of metal meeting metal could be heard from the shop, telling him that Gobber was already there, as expected. The old blacksmith and his mentor barely noticed when his small apprentice entered the building. The pile of broken weapons was larger than usual, meaning that the raid probably was not going too well.

The auburn haired boy grabbed his apron wordlessly and went right to work, heating up the blades for Gobber to repair. While Hiccup was working, the encounter with Astrid replayed within the back of his head.

Usually, when the other teens tormented him, she simply sat at the back of the group, sharpening her axe or leaving all together. He remembered when they were still friends. She used to shout at the others when they felt the need to tease him. In fact, a few years ago, the whole group and Hiccup were friends. The teasing was lighthearted and never meant seriously.

They would play together in the woods or simply enjoy each others company. Until one day, they started to drift away. It wasn't very notable in the beginning. But when one by one the teens started to ignore him, Hiccup experienced what it meant to be lonely for the first time. Astrid was the last one to go. None of his peers ever told him why they did what they did, but as the years passed and it became more and more obvious that Hiccup wasn't like the others, he too, started to understand why.

Not that he liked it.

In fact, Hiccup hated that he was different. There were some days he wished he was like Snotloud. Not with the attitude, mind you. Simply the built would suffice. Then, at least, he could lift more than a small dagger. People would at least tolerate him.

"'iccup, man the fort", Gobber called out."I need to go out there."

The blacksmith replaced his hammer with a bludgeon and moved to leave. He stopped at the door and looked back at the small teen standing awkwardly in the shop.

"You stay put. Right. There."

And Gobber was joining the fight with a battle cry of his own before Hiccup could give his answer.

Hiccup huffed out angrily. Again he was left to watch the spectacle. How was he supposed to prove himself if nobody ever gave him the chance to actually do so? He looked to the back of the forge. His newest project, the axe launcher, was still where he left it the night before.

Maybe he could use it.

What better time was there to test it out?

Determination filled Hiccup as he promptly grabbed his launcher and rushed out into the battlefield, almost running a few villagers over - not that he actually could - and through the village. He would show them. He would show everyone that he can be useful. That he could be a Viking.

To be his father's son.

The teen readied his launcher as he saw a few dragons ahead of him, trying to get into the food storage. There a few Nadders and a nightmare. If he could just hit one of them, all his problems would be solved. Well, most of them anyway.

Hiccup aimed at the nightmare as he was the one who did most of the damage and fired.

Sadly, he didn't take the force it took to fire the axe into account and wasn't prepared to be thrown back. He quickly sat up and watched the axe fly and miss by mere centimeters.

"No!"

Hiccup swore loudly as he saw that the launcher lost its aim when the weapon was fired because of the same force that threw him to the ground. Thankfully, nobody noticed him fail once again.

Or so he thought.

A growl brought him out of his self-loathing as he remembered where he was and what he had just done. Hiccup slowly turned to face the now angry looking Monstrous Nightmare he almost decapitated.

"Of course, you noticed...," he muttered dejectedly, before taking off in the opposite direction, screaming loudly and evading the snapping jaws of one pissed off dragon. His panicked mind didn't even notice where he was running until he was far into a very deserted looking part of the village.

It seemed to be the Nightmare's plan to herd him into a certain direction. Every time Hiccup wanted to run towards the sounds of fighting Vikings where he was sure to lose it in the brawl, the dragon would spit fire at him or cut him off. He knew the dragon most likely planned to tire him out so he could devour him without any interferences so he tried his best to outwit the dragon at least for a while and prayed that someone would come to his rescue, no matter how embarrassing it was to be chewed out in front of the village once again.

He yelped as he narrowly dodged another stream of hot and deadly fire. His breath came out in short gasps and Hiccup knew he wouldn't last much longer.

**0-0-0**

Above the ongoing battle, close enough to see and smell the individual scents of the Vikings, but far enough to be out of sight, a certain Stormcutter circled the village.

Cloudjumper was on a mission and he wasn't going to leave until he got what he came for. It's been a few years since he last saw the Viking nest and he struggled to remember where the house with the little hatchling was. It was the first place he was going to look after all.

He remembered the little thing well, which also included his smell. Of course, it's been a long time and the hatchling smell might as well have faded over the time, so he just tried to sniff out a scent that was similar to his own human. When he found it, the Stormcutter followed it to the biggest human cave only to find the whole construction empty. The hatchling must have gone somewhere safe. Hatchlings were, while a nest was attacked, brought to a safer place by their mothers.

He didn't see any reason of why it would be different with humans.

Not finding what he searched for, Cloudjumper moved to follow the scent when a sharp metal object ebbed itself into the ground right in front of him. He turned and hissed at his assailant. The big Viking stood there, breathing heavily and staring at him with so much hate in his eyes. Another of those shiny things was already in his hand and brandished at him.

**0-0-0**

Stoick was in the middle of fighting off a Nadder when he saw it. The devil that stole his wife away so many years ago circled almost lazily above the village. At first, he froze at the sight of it. Memories of that terrible night replaying in his head again and again.

He didn't even notice the Nadder escaping with its catch. All of his attention was directed on that four-winged beast.

Then, anger filled him. How dare that devil show its ugly and scaled hide again.

_'Finally,'_ he thought. This time, Stoick wouldn't let that thing escape. This was his chance to take revenge for his beloved Valka. He could still see the terrified expression on her face as she was carried off. It was like a nightmare. Never letting go. Always coming back.

It was too far away for him to get a clear shot at it so the Chief watched it like a hawk. It seemed to be looking for something. Its head rotated right and left and it dipped down now and then only to pull up again and do everything over again.

Stoick was never known for having patience and started to consider to just fire at it with one of the remaining catapults when the creature finally descended. He followed the path up to his house, grabbing an axe one of the warriors most likely lost in the heat of the battle on the way. The dragon's behavior confused Stoick just as much as it had thirteen years ago. It just sniffed around his house and did nothing to destroy the building. He quickly shoved the feeling away and as soon as he came into range, he threw the axe he collected.

It missed, but it did its job. The dragon's attention was drawn to him. Recognition flickered in the slitted pupils that were surrounded by a sickening yellow and Stoick knew it remembered him.

The Stormcutter hissed and growled at him but Stoick wasn't intimidated.

"You remember me, don't you? You made a mistake by coming back here, devil! You will pay for what you have done!"

With his vision and mind clouded by rage, the Chief let out a mighty cry and charged at the creature with his hammer raised above his head. The Stormcutter dodged and was about to take off again. Stoick ripped out the axe ebbed into the side of his house and threw it in the dragon's path, resulting in it losing its momentum and forcing it to land once again.

The Stormcutter turned back towards him and shot a stream of hot fire, which Stoick dodged. The fire, though, hit his hut and within seconds the flames threatened to swallow the whole building.

The attack, while doing nothing to him, gave the dragon enough time to jump into the air and fly out of range with just a few mighty wing beats. Stoick shouted in frustration and gave chase, determined to not let it get away a second time.

As the flames ate away at his hut behind him, the Chief thanked the gods that his son wasn't in there anymore. He had seen him running in the general direction of the forge not long ago. Hopefully he would stay there this time and not cause any trouble. He continued the pursue when realization hit him like a hammer.

His son.

The devil was just sniffing around the house and had not attacked anything or anyone.

The devil was just sniffing around the house where his son had been not too long ago.

Fear started to grow within him. The same fear that filled him when he saw his wife standing directly in front of it with a sword hanging limply in her hands, most likely drawing its attention away from their little babe who had been lying defenselessly in his crib. Had the beast come back to finish the job? Was it after Hiccup?

His parental instincts took over as he momentarily forgot about his revenge, and raced over to the forge, hoping to find his little boy there.

"Gobber, have you seen-," an empty room greeted him and Hiccup's apron lay discarded on his workbench by the wall. Stoick looked around frantically and tried to find that small mop of auburn hair between the many fighting Vikings.

He was about to run into the fray to find the boy, when a horrifyingly familiar scream pierced the air and the father's panic skyrocketed as, when he turned his head, he saw the Stormcutter descending at the edge of the village, where the scream originated from.

"Hiccup," he gasped and took off to rescue his son. He wouldn't let that devil take what he had left of his family.

**0-0-0**

_'This is it,'_ Hiccup thought as he gazed up at the dragon in fear.

This was his end.

His father always believed he would meet his end through a dragon. Hiccup just never thought his end would come so quickly. The Monstrous Nightmare finally managed to corner the boy. Hiccup was covered in sweat and his legs burned from running too much. It felt like his breath was stolen from him as he panted heavily and tried to suck in as much air as possible.

The dragon looked smug about the pathetic little human shivering in fear on the ground in front of him and Hiccup knew that it was savoring this moment.

_'Why, oh why didn't I stay at the forge and listened to Gobber?,_' the teen thought desperately.

All of this could have been avoided, but nooooo, he just had to screw things up again.

Hiccup couldn't retreat any further as his back was already pressed against the wall behind him. He yelped when the dragon snapped at his feet. It was playing with him!

The dragon repeated the action a few times, snapping at the frightened boy or spitting a tiny flame at him. It seemed to amuse the reptile and actually gave Hiccup a hope that maybe someone heard his screams. Maybe, if he could occupy the dragon long enough, he could be rescued. Or the beast would grow bored and simply leave him alone.

That hope dissolved rather quickly, though.

The Nightmare seemed to be bored already and reared his head back, the flammable gas building in the back of its throat. Hiccup knew what would come next. But all he could do was to throw his arms protectively over his head and close his eyes tightly as he prayed to every god he knew. But he kind of accepted his early death and only regretted not being able to say goodbye to Gobber. Not that it helped making his situation less terrifying.

A roar pierced through the air around him, followed by the sound of a dull impact. Hiccup peeked from under his arms and gasped in shock as he saw the dragon crouching on the ground a few feet away and a big, four-winged dragon - one which he had never seen before - standing protectively over his small form.

Both hissed and spit at each other, occasionally clawing and biting if the Monstrous Nightmare came too close.

_'Did that dragon just save me?!,'_ he asked himself. Hiccup stared at the reptile in front of him with confusion and somewhat awe. The dragon was intimidating, but it had a certain air around him. Just for a second, Hiccup felt completely at ease. It was like a mother protecting her child. Comforting and warming.

Then, the beast turned its attention to him; the Nightmare having retreated; and all feelings of safety disappeared, leaving only confusion and fear behind.

He trembled slightly and pressed further back into the wood as the dragon came closer. It crooned in what was supposed to be a comforting way but Hiccup's panicked mind couldn't comprehend anything right now. So ducked his head back under his arms and braced himself.

He felt the dragon's warm breath on his neck and yelped as he was nudged softly. Only as the seconds passed and _still nothing happened_ Hiccup dared to peek out again. The reptile was looking at him with dilated pupils. The intimidating and wild look was replaced with something akin to curiosity and Hiccup felt his fear fade. Just a tiny bit.

Why wasn't it doing anything. This creature in front of him was supposed to be a bloodthirsty killer. Gobber always said that a dragon always goes for the kill so why didn't this one?

So many questions ran through the poor boys' mind, confusing him even more. He didn't even notice the heavy footsteps of someone running until a fierce battle cry rang out.

Both, Hiccup's and the dragon's head snapped up as Stoick ran at the beast.

"Hiccup! RUN!," his father bellowed.

With the dragon successfully distracted, and the teen pulled out of his frozen state, he ducked under its wings and ran back towards the forge while his father battled the Stormcutter behind him.

Cloudjumper growled, annoyed and relieved at the same time. Annoyed of the hatchling's sire, who kept interfering and relieved that he found said hatchling before the fireskin could harm him. Like suspected, his rider's offspring had grown since he last saw him. His scent changed which made it harder to find him.

The hairy human swung at him again. Cloudjumper dodged and lashed out at him.

"Just stay still you devil!," Stoick raged and moved to attack again. He was unprepared, however, when the Stormcutter lashed out with his tail, sending the Chief through the already weakened wall of a nearby building, stunning him in the process. The fire licked at his skin, leaving burns that would scar for sure.

Stoick scrambled out of the burning house just in time to see the Stormcutter taking flight again, following Hiccup.

"Oh no you don't," he growled and gave chase.

Hiccup, meanwhile, was running like Fenrir himself was after him. Everything was just confusing right now. What was going on today? Nothing made sense anymore. First, he was chased by an angry Monstrous Nightmare, then saved by a four-winged dragon and then his father came, staring at the dragon with a rage unlike anything he had ever seen on his face and even now he could hear the wing beats of the strange dragon closing in on him.

He still had a chance, though. He could still make it to the forge before the dragon reached him. But his lungs still felt ready to explode and his legs burned from the chase he endured earlier. The villagers were, as usual, too caught up in their own fights to notice him and Hiccup could see the first beasts leaving. The raid would soon be over. He just had to hold on and dodge until then.

The wing beats were getting louder.

His father's calls were desperate.

The forge was just ahead.

A weight came crashing down on him, tripping him.

Claws wrapped around his arms and he felt his feet leave the ground. Hiccup screamed as the dragon carried him higher and higher.

"NO! HICCUP!"

The teen locked frightened eyes with his father's equally terrified ones.

"DAD!"

"Hiccup..."

The dragon did not heed the calls of the Chief, nor did he acknowlege the now sobbing boy dangling in his grasp as he took the last remaining family of Stoick the Vast away from his home. The man stood at the edge of the village, watching helplessly as his son, his awkward, clumsy and absolutely wonderful child, was ripped away from him shouting for him again and again. So much like his beloved wife all those years ago.

Tears found themselves running down his face and into his beard as he mourned.

Hours later the villagers would find their leader still standing on the same spot, staring at the sky where their heir disappeared. The atmosphere was dejected. Even if nobody really liked the boy, seeing their Chief like this broke their hearts.

Gobber was the first and only to approach. He laid a comforting hand on his old friend's shoulder. No words were said. There was no need to.

Grief and agony filled both their hearts. But as the time passed, it changed to something else.

_'I will avenge you, son,'_ the Chief thought as anger and hate directed itself to all dragonkind. They would pay for taking away his family and he would hunt down every single one of those devils. Starting with that owl-faced Stormcutter.

**0-0-0**

**Aaaand... CUT!**

**This is it for now and I hope to upload the next chapter soon.**

**Next Chapter:**

**Hiccup meets someone who he thought was long dead. (As if we don't know who it is already...)**

**I hope you enjoyed and don't forget to review on your way out. See you next time!**

**Omeiku signing out!**


End file.
